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lnscape is the inward quality of objects and
events, as they are perceived by the joined
observation and introspection of a poet, who
in turn embodies them in unique poetic forms.
-Gerard Manley Hopkins

Redemption
Ken Nishimoto

ear Katherine . .. I am writing to tell you how much I
miss you . I am writing to tell you I wish you were here.
I would send you a telegram, but this fax is much cheaper.
It is the way things are done these days. I feel the vitalness
of complete sentences. There is something essential in correct
punctuation . I am here waiting for you.

D

I read your letter three times. I am concerned about your mental
well-being. I opened your letter and my hand shook. You always
write to me when you are mad. I read your anger in every dotted
i and crossed t. I am worried about your penmanship.
You have asked me to make a decision. You are asking for my
commitment.
Last night I went to a New Year's dance. I am overdressed. I look
like the GAP ad you sent me, the picture of Riyuchi Sakamoto

Ken Nishimoto
wearing a black polo shirt. I am very much like Mr. Sakamoto, but
without the fame and the fortune. Have you told your parents of
my non-whiteness. I am writing to you in neat, well-balanced,
thoughtfully composed sentences. I cannot tell you otherwise.
I went to the New Year's dance with my sister. I stand by the wall
while she dances. They play rap music. "I cannot dance like this
while the world weighs upon my shoulders, " I said. "Nonsense, you
are prone to making dramatic statements about yourself," my sister
says. I am confusing my tenses. The past is now and the present is
a world away. I am the only one there, I think, who dances with
his sister.
I am thinking back to the time when we met. I am thinking forward
to the time when we will meet. Backward and forward in the same
spot. I am sanding the wood to find the grain.
I cannot help but notice your handwriting. Your words are neither
crisp nor clean, but seem to tremble. You have sent me another letter
with no return address. You do this to me. You say that you cannot
talk to me because you will cry. You say that if you cry I will think
I have won . You leave me to fight a piece of paper.
You write that I am noncommittal. You call me a liar. You write that
I am reticent, taciturn, restrained, subdued. You say that I am insipid .
You hide behind your small cramped penmanship. You hide behind
your dictionary. I cannot strike you back. I am a gentleman .
I have seen you before. I have seen you unhidden . I have watched
you leave your apartment and walk to the bus stop. You hold your
purse in that way that tells everyone they might not be able to get
it away from you. You keep your personal distance. I watch you as
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you stop in front of Woolworths. You have not seen me. Under the
overhang at Woolworths a punk rocker is dancing. He moves his
body very slowly. You board your bus and have the exact change
immediately ready.
I have seen the punk rocker. His motions have a fluidity and trapped
frantic tautness, but his purpose is redemption. When you weep,
you move like him. People watch with detached amusement. People
who look are afraid . Afraid for themselves because they lost all their
passion before they even knew they had the capacity to feel it.
I cannot send this letter. I cannot leave you only words. I will send
you a postcard of the Montana State Bird. I will send you something
with a pretty picture. I will keep my personal distance. Tomorrow,
I will go down to Woolworths. I will watch the women rush by with
their purse straps slung diagonally, defensively across their shoulders.
I will burn with indignation at their distrust. I will soft shoe and tap
my foot. I will look for this redemption. Right now I will not move.
I can hardly sign this .. . Love Ken.
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Prenuptial Counseling

He sat next to me
on the curb to talk
about his wife and asked
did I have a boyfriend .
Don't get married.
Nothing but trouble.
Now that palm reader
around the corner
is a fine woman. You know her?
Lee drove up
and I got in the car.
-Mary Lynn Bahr
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Gathering

Mary Goble, age thirteen, walked west
to the mountains that were Zion
and prayed until she could pretend
she wasn't hungry any more
and sang to keep from screaming
when they left her baby sister
in an unmarked grave too shallow
to hide the body from the wolves.
Mary Goble, age thirteen, walked west
until the frost blackened her toes.
U nti I her bare feet learned
a granite faith.
Until the doctor in the valley used a saw.
If Mary Goble watches me,
I hope she does not weep.
-Mary Lynn Bahr
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New Moon, November

Keep talking. Monday we sell blood,
pay the gas bill. Tonight nest warm
somewhere near hysteria. The streets
are full of wet elm, and I wake
by your body, strange to me under blankets.

A new season , and I love nothing
but this love of nothing I knowwe'll live above timber, eat grass,
know god, and keep great dogs.
This in the months to come.
-Joanna Brooks
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During August,

We Play Married

In the dog days we live low budget:
eat yellow lettuce and
read wilted poem scraps.
Hon', I'm doing the best I can
to make you an honest man,
but I miss that more indulgent May
when I teased feelings out of your face
like green sourgrass blooms.
We lived apart.
Now in this shared basement space
brother and sister.
Long troubles from your lips
wilt cornsilk-slippery in the August air.
Near Pleasant Grove,
they sell sweet corn 8/$1,
crates and crates of it.
I say we shuck it all.
Pull back the colorless dry husks
unti I golden teeth show
and the love smilesboiled up, bare, and sweet.
-Joanna Brooks
7

Art by Clayton Merrell

Overhearing Eyebrow
Conversation

I watch the eyebrow conversation
between you two, and know it
as I know my own half-said
thinking.
You are lifting one lid
and the other sees it and knows its
object, remembers the familiar lift
of the jaw, the nape of the neck,
the brown, lean shoulders with
beautiful bones that come
to the throat, the same place where
your hand is bent, waiting
to cup a yawn or reach
across the silence to the fixed one
who turns his shoulders often, is not facing
you but takes his sidelong glances
in labored snatches; for it is labor,
a labor like drawing the ocean foam
into figures that can move on their own;
a labor of likeness that births all these
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brown-earth things, an easy labor
like dropping the seed and waiting.
The turning is the trouble, the
lifting of earth, the wrestle of
milkweed and september grass,
with roots retiring and green lashes
blinking in the hose spray. They are
the after-thought things:
the thinning, the choice of
which new growth to spare.
And there are only your eyes
that meet in silence and distance
that you think is safe, anonymous.
But I am looking. I see the
earth that lies upturned between
you, and the green fingering up.
-Gina Clark
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Jack, He Says ...

Jawing a 2 by 4 by 6 inch Dakota steak
that oozes rareness
like carrot salad at the bar
oozes mayonnaise,
I can't counterbalance my imminent in-laws
on the opposite bench, two to one
-sure the flight attendant at Rapid City
called you a dog for sending me here alone,
but Peggy's shown me an ice cream bucket
of your baby-tennis-Scout pictures,
and Jack's shown me the honey shop in Winfred,
and this place is bourgeois for Madison.
"What can I do for Ken?-you know,
the things he'd never ask me to,
the things he'd really like."
Peggy, who says your oily hair
changes color depending on time of day,
who doesn't wear her ringreasons ten kids is symbol enoughPeggy, she says:
"Support him when he fails."
Jack, who says I should try the soup with beer in it,
and see the David at Sioux Falls,
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who wears his band-missing an eighth inch
after a finger tangle with machineryjack, he says:
"Notice when he gets a hair cut."
Five months now I've noticed every cut
you haven't gotten, love.
But this clump of beach grass edging down
the smoothness of your neck is my test patchI hope they'll shave it next time,
so I can tell for sure.
-Casualene Meyer
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A Story
(which Zanny keeps interrupting)
about the Potters
Kevin Bergeson

M

r. Potter was very old and loved to tell stories. He lived
in Georgetown with Mrs. Potter and she had already
heard all of his stories many more times than she cared
to, but Mr. Potter was very forgetful.

One Monday evening after supper when Mr. Potter had done
with the dishes (it was his turn Mondays), he found Mrs. Potter
reading a book. He thumped his cane on the carpet and said
" Mrs. Potter, have I ever told you about when I made this cane from
a branch I found"
"in the Black Forest in Germany? Yes, you have told me that
story many times," Mrs. Potter said . And she moved her book closer
to her face.
Mr. Potter felt a little sad, but didn't say anything.
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[Zanny: "You can't just pretend those things never happened, can
you? I could not believe it and I was there feeling it and tasting it.
It almost felt hostile in a way, but inevitable. No, there aren't any
visible effects (although in the Dark Ages they said it caused acne)and yes, it was dark, dark as the woods when the moon is new-and
really, there's no earthly way to prove it at all. The sun still rises,
life goes on, and the mail still comes every day. But the most
astonishing thing is how much it all hurts."]
On Tuesday evening after supper when Mrs. Potter was doing the
dishes (Tuesdays it was her turn), Mr. Potter tottered to her side and
said "Mrs. Potter, have I ever told you about when I played Yorick"
"in the fire department's production of Hamlet? Yes, you have
told me that story," Mrs. Potter said. And she turned up the radio.
Mr. Potter felt a little sad, but didn't say anything.

[Zanny: "You know, it affects everything and affects nothing. Nothing
is different-nothing you can see. Like when a play ends and nothing
that has happened has really happened. No infections, no babies
on the way. All is as before except in that mysterious little part of
your brain where you store memories and images. The past is in
the past, in your imagination-it doesn 't even exist. Not really. But
somehow you still feel strange when your mother calls."]
On Wednesday evening after supper, when the Potters had
thrown away the plastic and foil from their TV dinners, Mr. Potter
sat forward in his La-Z-Boy and said "Did I ever tell you about when
I dreamed about how to"
"make a new kind of can opener and patented the idea and sold
it to Kitchen Kraft Korporation for seventy-six thousand dollars? Yes,
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you have told me that story," Mrs. Potter said. And she stared harder
at the television.
Mr. Potter felt a little sad, but didn't say anything.
[Zanny: "But what about when you wake up and what you were
dreaming about seems infinitely more significant than whatever you
olan to do that day? Do you wonder if you ever really do anything,
but something in your imagination just spurs you on?"]

On Friday evening (I decided to skip Thursday) when Mr. and
Mrs. Potter were waiting for the waiter to come with their falafels
and baklava, Mr. Potter leaned forward on the white formica but
before he could say anything Mrs. Potter said "Yorick isn't even in
the play, stupid. You don't see him, just his skull. He's not a
character-just a small, white prop with hollow eye sockets."
Mr. Potter felt a little sad, but just adjusted his bib and thought
of ways that bones are like memories.
[Zanny: "Do you ever feel that people who just do whatever it takes
to make lots of money-so they can spend the rest of their time at
beach resorts and ski lodges-have the right idea? Or get an awful
sinking feeling that all you have dedicated yourself to achieving
doesn't mean squiddlypoop to anyone else? Or did you ever think
the professions are all corrupt and the best way to experience life
is from the safety of a dark basement or a fog of psychoactive
chemicals? What about that funny feeling you get after making
a tactless blunder-when you have thoughtlessly exacerbated a
bereaved person's grief or a shy person's self-consciousness, or laid
bare your own little bit of bigotry? Do you ever wish there were
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something as frenzied and ecstatic as sex, but free of taboos and
politics and health risks and moral considerations?"]
Maybe the ice broke during their dessert when Mrs. Potter
showed her husband a poem she had written and he pretended to
like it. It was this:
you are Dead
and i'm Not
do you wander somewhere, Shade?
gak. poo. rot. schmoo.
Mr. Potter smiled and said "When I was little I used to wonder
if I was really a dog or something dreaming about being a person ."
Mrs. Potter put her hand on his and said " When I was in the
sixth grade I made a sundial wristwatch out of cardboard. I wore
it to school. We went on a field trip and I kept pestering the teache,
about which way north was."
Mr. Potter put his other hand on her hand that was on his and
said "Really? When we were kids we used to just beat up dogs. Tell
me something else. "
Mrs. Potter put her other hand on hi s other hand and said " No
matter how you draw shapes on a page, you never need more than
four colors to color them all and not have any shapes of the same
color touching. When I was younger I read that somewhere and spent
a whole Saturday with crayons and paper trying to disprove it."
Mr. Potter extricated his hands and took a ballpoint pen from
his dinner jacket and drew the Buddhist eightfold-path-symbol
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on a napkin and triumphantly showed it to Mrs. Potter. She said
"Vertices don't count." Mr. Potter didn't feel the least bit sad
crumpling up his tissue-paper mandala.
[Zanny: "You know there is something real. When you're with friends
or family laughing or crying, or getting funny little thrills from a
sunrise or sunset, or madly dancing in moonlight, or getting all enraptured over some painting or symphony, or making something
beautiful, or otherwise feeling utterly alive, don't you have to admit
you don't know it all?"]

The Potters rode the Metro home sitting close together. They
took the orange line all the way from Capitol Hill to Rosslyn and
smiled when a tourist asked them if the seats were orange because
this was the orange line. They walked across Key Bridge, stopping
to read the graffiti and admire the spider webs hanging above the
Potomac. Back in Georgetown, they laughed at the expensively
dressed college kids coming out of trendy bars. They stopped and
listened to a man playing a trumpet and put a dollar-fifty in his
instrument case. They went to the corner of M Street and Wisconsin
Avenue and chased each other around the lamppost. Things they
did would make good memories, and maybe even good stories.
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Revealed Messages

Brother El Iis told us rock was evi I.
In seminary he played records backwards
to reveal backmask messages
about smoking marijuana.
We tried it at home.
In the backyard barbecue pit
we built a fire
and flew a Def Leppard banner
from the light pole.
We cracked our rock albums
over teeter-totter handles,
threw the broken records on the flames .
Limp pieces of black molded around the burning wood .
Plastic smoke twisted above us.
We wore the album jackets
on our heads
and danced around the bubbling flames.
-Courtney Carr
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Gregarious
Hair

Gregarious hair,
My friend,
Just hilarious;
Gel, smell,
Terribly well;
And who
In my crew,
Or hers or theirs,
Airs, cares,
(And like I said),
hairs;
And did I
mention,
(Not to say),
Code, mode,
One must obey;
So there I was,
He was too,
It all just suddenly
Grew and grew;
And life and
leisure
Trod I trod,
Happy happy,
Facade facade.
-Peter Richardson
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Encounters with Cecile
Russell Arben Fox

e all make wholes. We make them up as we go
along, searching for ways to ratify our plans for reality,
our hopes for integrity. Given time, there'll always
be something to challenge and disrupt our
expectations, and make life seem inconsistent and strange ... but
we go on, trying to explain things, trying to sum things up into
unbroken circles and seamless wholes-anything to give us a rest
from constant interpretation. Wholes may be arbitrary, created things,
but our search for them, our creation of them, is part of I ife. Accept
the ambiguity and go on, I say, there's no other choice.
Philosophy helped me know this . But so did Cecile.
At least, I think that was her name. Time has passed, and I forget
things. I met Cecile two summers ago, a summer I spent working
on the grounds of the Provo temple and Missionary Training Center,
beginning at 5:30 every morning, "amongst the lilies of the field,"
as my father cheerfully said when I informed him of my job. I wasn't

W
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cheerful the day I met Cecile. She walked slowly towards me, looking
at the road construction around her and scuffing at the grass with
her feet, which were shod in a ridiculous pair of Keds. The Keds
bothered me. She is old, tired and silly, I remember telling myself,
and I am young, tired and angry. I will avoid her, listen to James
Taylor on my Walkman, pull up the weeds, stare at the ground, and
do my work, alone.
But Cecile wanted to talk. She stopped nearby and complimented my work, saying the grounds looked beautiful. They do not,
I crossly replied . Trucks and cranes with heavy loads had strewn
gravel all over the sidewalk and grass. Piles of freshly uprooted sod
lay all about the lawn. I'm not helping here, I said. I am punching
my card, doing my time.
You don't like your job? she asked.
No, I muttered. This isn't what I wanted to do this summer. But
what do wants matter? I gamble with time and money, hoping for
relationships and opportunities that don't happen-probably never
will-and then have to pay the price. Gardening.
But that's not too bad, she said, smiling with some effort. Gardening is good. My mother gardened. Her gardens are beautiful. This
place reminds me of them, and I thank you for your part in them.
She paused, then said slowly: You're doing what I need to do.
And that is? I asked.
Making the best of your situation, she said with sudden firmness, instead of just running away. And then she began to cry.
I stood there, watching her carry on. My muddy hands wanted
to take hold of her arm, her shou lders, to console her. But I didn't
let them. Instead I stood watching this grown woman weep, watching
her slight frame shake in the dirty wind. I knew she wasn't hysterical ... no, she was on the edge of a pit much deeper than mere
hysteria, much darker than the pit I liked to imagine myself in. My
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circle broken, my morning of self-pity disrupted, I waited, looking
(compassionately, I hope) at Cecile.
She began to talk about her mother, and how much she loved
her, even though she had never been her mother's favorite child .
It was her sister, and her sister's husband who had taken the most
time, demanded the most attention, claimed what was rightfully
Cecile's and her family's. My husband, she told me, does not understand my complaints; his peacemaking only confirms the advantage
taken by my less long-suffering siblings. And now, with Mother
unable to defend herself ...
She's ill? I asked.
She's dead, Cecile said, the words barely escaping her lips. The
funeral was yesterday. I came to the temple-I needed to get away-I
needed to find something .... She looked at me then, searching
for answers.
Does it make sense for mothers to die? she asked.
It never does, I said after a moment, years of priesthood
apocrypha and other handy wholes withering before my fear that
Cecile would know if I told her something I didn't believe.
There was so much still to be worked out, she cried. There was
so much she didn't understand, so much left unsaid. I need her. Right
now.
She began to reminisce, apologizing for taking up my time. I
learned about her youth, about fights and jealousies, about family
competitions taken far more seriously by some than others. I learned
that Cecile's mother and father had moved to Sandy only five days
before, to be near one of their daughters (yet another manipulation
on Cecile's sister's part) . I learned that when her mother had a heart
attack her husband, Cecile's father, was at a loss-he didn't know
where the hospital was, or what to do, so unfamiliar was he with
his new surroundings. And why did they move there, where the
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doctor didn't know them and precious time was lost? Cecile asked
with sudden anger. And then, her eyes once more fi II i ng with tears,
she cursed herself for being hateful at this time of family tragedy.
It's not supposed to be this way, she said.
For a long, long time I leaned on my hoe and listened to Cecile's
suffering and misunderstanding. At length she drew herself somewhat out of her hurt, and said she wanted to know more about me,
about the young man she had shared her burdens with . I began to
tell her about myself, but she barely reacted to what I said . I let
my autobiography trail off after a while, and we were silent. I had
no way of knowing the truth of all she told me, but I think she
wanted me to judge it: to judge her life and thoughts, to explain
things and make law and order in her life. To make for her something whole .
She said she wasn't sure of what life had taught her. How can
God be so inconsiderate of me? she asked. I've been the sufferer
as long as my mother has been alive. Why must I hurt in her death
as well?
I remembered some words attributed to Brigham Young: always
repent, he had said, so that at any moment, when the need is before
you, you may perform the sacred ordinances, and serve your fellow
man. The need was certainly before me, I knew, but I did not feel
equal to it. And I am not unscarred. I have lost heroes and friends,
counselled missionaries and roommates and strangers in time of pain.
But there, before Cecile, I was empty. I had no idea what to say to
her, how to console her and encourage her to keep on . Yes-to keep
on keeping on, as my father told me to do when I left for the mission field. That' s what Cecile needed : advice without useless explanation, counsel that came down to belief and truth . But I wasn't
wise enough to give it, I guess. So I muttered and mumbled, and
said I was sorry. Over and over again .
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I'll be all right, she said. I'll be like Joan of Arc. I'll be strong,
like she was, and do my job for my family and husband and children,
the same way she would have. And she told me about a relative
who lived in Nevada who had sent her a tape on the life of Joan
of Arc, and on the power that woman held in her hand. She said
she may go and visit her cousin, just to get away.
Do you think my mother is happy? she asked.
I hope she is, I said. I hope she's making gardens. I smiled, believing myself, I think.
She smiled too, and recalled another story about Joan of Arc.
Joan knew what she was supposed to do, Cecile said. My family, you know, we're French. There's a little bit of Joan in me,
I know it.
I believe it too, I said, not knowing what else to say.
She looked straight at me then, loving me for that, I'm sure. Thank
you for being here, she said with glistening eyes, thank you for making the temple a garden. We all need more people like you. She
hugged me, touching my hair and face. I pulled back. She released
me and smiled brightly. I stammered, wishing her happiness and
apologizing again for her loss. Then turned, shaking, back to my
work. She waved, and went on down the path, alone.
Months later, I saw Cecile again . I had finished my summer,
gone home, and returned to Provo again. I decided to go with some
friends one Saturday in September to the Hare Krishna festival at
their temple in Spanish Fork, to dance and forget about my life for
an evening. I wandered about the Krishnas' little community, occasionally encountering familiar faces. And then suddenly, one I could
remember well.
She waved to me, anxious, pulling on her companion's arm.
He was tall, standoffish, hiding behind thick sunglasses even though

27

Russell Arben Fox
dusk had fallen-a sharp contrast to the enthusiasm on her face. I
smiled, not remembering her name.
Do you remember me? she asked. It's Cecile. It's so good to see
you again. How are you doing?
I'm well, I replied. I have a better job. I have ... I don't
remember what I said next.
Was it her appearance? The tight jean shorts, showing off legs
with varicose veins, along with those same silly Keds on her feet?
The old blouse, exposing the top of her pale, sunken chest to the
evening air? Was it in the way she talked to me, or the way she introduced me to her "friend" Uack?), or what? I'm not sure. But
somehow-right then-I had an idea about the course of her life,
and the decisions she had made since things stopped making sense
for her, months before.
This man isn't your husband, Cecile. This isn't the life you lived.
I looked at her heavy make-up, the gaudy rings on her fingers . Did
things start to make sense in your life, Cecile? Did you keep trying?
Is this truly what your life, your problems, required in the end? Or
were all the inconsistencies just no longer worth the interpretive
effort? Did you run away? Tell me. I want to know.
She didn't tell me, of course, and I didn't ask her. She sensed
what I sensed and grew uncomfortable. Twisting her hands nervously,
she tried to get her companion and me to talk about the Krishnas,
about religion, about anything. But we didn't really hit it off. Cecile
looked at me, her expression tight, like someone looking back over
a bridge they had burned behind them. We both excused ourselves,
said we'd have to get together and talk sometime, turned our backs
to each other, and went on . I haven't seen her since.
I tell myself this shouldn't bother me. God only knows what was
really in that woman's heart, what she had and hadn't turned to
in her efforts to make sense of her life. So perhaps I shouldn't

28

Encounters with Cecile
speak-perhaps I should be tolerant and unconcerned. But even so
I'm saddened by what I saw, and what I believe was there.
I sit and write this more than a year since these two encounters
left their mark on me. The detai Is are hazy, and I distrust what
I remember in both my meetings with Cecile (if that was her name).
Yet sometimes I sit, listen to James Taylor (still), and watch the
elderly couple I live with working in their garden. They glance at
each other often as they move about, perhaps remembering mistakes
and inconsistencies and things not completed, and the good times
that helped them through it all, if in fact they're through . Their
garden is a simple one, but every bit as beautiful as any Cecile or
I could make.
And I wonder about my brother, and his abandoned wife. Saying he could take her abuse and manipulation and fierce paranoia
no longer, he returned home, leaving her with her obsessions and
fears and diets and razor blades . I try not to judge my brother. I try
not to judge his ex-wife. I try not to judge all my divorced and
wayward and doubting friends. Sometimes things don't work out;
sometimes it's best they don't. But still, something inside of me, some
wish for integrity, feels broken when I see these events: marriages
that fail , doctrines that do not comfort, friends and relatives that grow
old and weary and mean and cold.
But yet, what is integrity? That which is complete and whole?
I imagine a different definition, one that allows for all the imperfections and ambiguities and broken circles of being, for divorces and
differences that don't fit with our celestial expectations. It's a good
definition, I think. But despite that intellectual accomplishment, my
fear of failing to make sense of things-even of those things which
have no sense to them-is still deep and real. I can understand
Cecile's love for Joan of Arc, and her wish to live Joan's life. The
Joan that Cecile knew was determined, committed, a woman who
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had one intention and followed it through, in life and death. Her
short existence seems to have been one seamless whole.
Ah, but that's the difference, I think to myself, sitting here today.
Joan died very young, if what the stories say are true. But as for the
rest of us-well, we're still struggling through, striving for integrity,
making up our incomplete wholes as we go along. Such is the nature
of life. And life, my friend Cecile: why, life can be a long, long time.
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Problems of Supremacy

One says the solution set of the absolute value
Of one unknown is greater than another variable.
Who gave him the innate power to be the determinant?
Who, in this world of imaginary numbers,
Is an ultimate perfect square?
Does alpha overpower beta simply because his
Cube root is a vector instead of a logarithm?
While all have end points to work with,
The theorem states that no one is a set point,
But rather, a myriad of standard deviations.
Thus, instead of dividing one's coefficients,
One should integrate them. Because
All of humankind intercept the same line.
-Maria Beuchat Hoagland
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Meditation in the
Celestial Room

Guilt exists, though most refuse to see it.
The old idea of pride. For examplepride makes me forget
the past week's sins when the sacrament tray
passes to me. In the same way,
the Lamanite justified murder over the old
lie about birthright. I think
he is some tragic sinner far removed
from my spirit. Even David had no other flaw
than the bramble of Bathsheba
a name that reminds me to forget my sins.
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I took the vows again tonight and in my voice
there was a wavering commitment, a tone
almost blasphemous. Acting this way,
everything enthralls: pride,
lust, hate, and envy. There is a person
I love more than God and in holding him
I feel a violent comfort in everything.
I buy him couches, cars,
music for a blaring stereo.
I take what I want because he has everything
to do with me.
His longing, I say, is desire filled
with endless distances.
Always my body as numerous
as Lamanites, and the flesh searching
for compromise in the evenings
saying Bathsheba, Bathsheba, Bathsheba.
-David Neal Cannon
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Last Rites
Jodi Bradshaw

watched in stunned disbelief as they rummaged through the
contents of drawers and dresser top, pawing over rings and
necklaces, watches and brooches, cuff links and earrings. They
wasted no time on exclamations of awe or comments of appreciation; this was a race to the finish, and stopping to show reverence
either for the jewelry or for its former owners would mean losing
crucial time in the competition before them. They could pause later
after retreating to a safe, secluded corner to huddle over, inspect,
and guard their booty from any approaching rivals.
When my aunt told me of the family get-together after the
funeral, I imagined a group of loved ones reminiscing about commonly told stories of when Grandpa used to break horses, or when
Grandma taught school, or when Grandpa married Grandma conveniently at harvest time so he would have another hand on the farm
who would work free of charge. I had not envisioned the melee of
plundering that surrounded me, with its shameless grave robbers

I
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who made no attempts to disguise or mask their work. They fought
as viciously as gladiators for the items that would make the finest
trophies for their homes' mantlepieces or the worthiest medals of
honor for their mourning garb. These prizes connoted bravery and
tenacity in the heat of battle.
As the last of my relatives left the room with bulging pockets
and satisfied faces, I sat on the bed and stared at the dresser's surface
before me. The once neatly organized belongings were now almost
completely gone, and what had been left was strewn about with no
thought for the original order that had existed. A stand that once
held necklaces in its notches displayed only one forlorn golden
chain, the metal tarnished and chipped with age. Its gently swaying
motion was evidence of the careless hand that had collided with
the stand in its impatient foraging for more impressive rewards.
Various rings that held only sentimental value lay scattered across
the dresser top, along with clip-on earrings that came from a time
before pierced ears. My eyes focused on a plain ring, solitary and
discarded. The ring's aging gold was lusterless, and its band had
worn so thin the circlet almost broke in places. This was Grandma's
original wedding ring, forgotten in the heat of pillage. Obviously
it had been passed over for more jewel-endowed valuables .
Turning away, my vision stumbled on the dust-encrusted nail
clippers that boasted a deteriorating plastic pineapple. This tacky
souvenir came from the time when Grandma and Grandpa came
to visit us in Hawaii. I remembered Grandpa's multi-colored jams,
aloha shirt, white legs, and the camera slung around his neck that
branded him a typical tourist-the kind of person we locals usually
mocked. But I also remember simply smiling fondly when he took
pictures of local girls in grass skirts, bought souvenirs at the International Marketplace, and performed other rituals of tourism . I could
willingly overlook his imperfections then.
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Eventually I stood up slowly and moved toward the dresser.
I scanned the barren remains. It seemed like an abandoned graveyard, its bodies robbed ; dusty imprints were the only reminders
of the contents so lately torn from their resting places. A graveyard of
human corpses would have been left undisturbed, but this cemetery
of memories received no such respect.
My eyes fell onto a small wooden tray at the edge of the
emptiness. It cradled a watch. Amazed to find this remnant, I lifted
the timepiece. Looking more closely, I realized this was my grandfather's watch, the one he had worn every day of his life until his
nerveless fingers refused to wind the mechanisms any longer.
Vibrantly clear images of my grandfather flashed through my mind.
I saw this watch strapped to the inside of his bony, aged wrist, and
I saw his familiar glance acknowledging the watch like an old friend .
I could also see the twinkle in his eyes as we argued perennially
about whether it was better to wear a watch on the inside or the
outside of your wrist. We both knew we couldn't win the argument,
but it became a near-sacred ritual between us-our visits were not
complete without the time-honored disagreement. Accompanying
these affectionate memories came the painful and undeniable
knowledge that they could not be re-lived . New memories would
never be created. The ache in my throat rose, and I sobbed . Tears
fell, tumbling down my cheeks to land with a splash on the watch
face in my clenched fist. I held the watch tightly with the band
wrapped around my thumb and tucked under my fingers, as if
holding it so could bind my grandfather to me.
Some moments later my uncle came into the room and found
me crying over the stopped watch . Apparently he assumed I hadn't
fared as wel I as the others in the battle for possessions because in
an effort at consolation he told me that I could keep the watch since
no one else wanted it. His words shocked me. I cringed that he would
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assume I had taken part in the ravaging of Grandpa's bureau. Further,
it hadn't even occurred to me that I could ever own or wear something that seemed so inseparably a part of Grandpa's body as this
watch. In retrospect I was also shocked that none of my looting
relatives wanted something that had been part of Grandpa 's life for
so long. Didn't they realize how strongly this watch represented the
man who had worn it? Didn't they see Grandpa when they looked
at it? Was I the only one?
As I entered the living room, I saw a group of cousins pillaging
photo albums and seizing the pictures they wanted to keep. Other
cousins inspected various items around the room and staked their
claims with their names scribbled on tape, for bidding in the afterfuneral auction. My father and his siblings sat in the kitchen deciding
how to disperse the ranch and all its possession s. Deep inside
I feared that if I stood still for too long, I might get tagged, claimed,
and dispersed along with everything else.
I knew these formalities had to be accomplished, and yet
I couldn't dismiss the morbid feeling that we were descending like
vultures to devour this haven of family and memories. Here we had
made ice cream and root beer together and swilled root beer floats
in front of the television, while Grandpa reclined in his usual chair.
Then later, just last summer, it was only Grandpa and me watching
the NBA playoffs and complaining about the government from our
twin recliners. I pictured him beside me, his head rolled back and
his mouth gaping open as he drifted off through another game
and then woke himself with a snore and looked furtively at me to
see if I had noticed.
Those summer days would never come again; nothing would
be the same. The family could return, but it would never be to this
same place. I began to realize that it wasn't the walls that defined
this home, but rather it was the details and the little things that added
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up to make the spirit. The kitchen wouldn't have the pervasive aroma
of dinner cooking; the TV wouldn't blare at maximum volume to
accommodate Grandpa's weak hearing; we wouldn't catch Grandpa
cursing the dog all day long; and worst of all, there would be no
welcoming hugs and exclamations of joy when we arrived at the
ranch at any time of day or night.
Desperately I wanted everything to stay the same, with Grandpa
in his chair and me in mine and all the jewelry and treasures in
their places on the dresser. But everything was suddenly different,
and only the memories remained . Grasping at fragments, I wanted
to retain the memories, and my heart constricted as I felt them
slipping away.
I glanced at the watch still clutched in my hand and then up
at my preening cousins comparing their acquisitions. My thumb
traced the watch's smooth glass face, and my fingers felt the inside
of the worn leather band as it must have felt against Grandpa's skin.
I pulled the band around my wrist and fastened it on the smallest
fitting . Still too large, Grandpa's watch slipped around my arm until
its face came to rest on the inside of my wrist-just like it belonged
there, almost like nothing had changed.
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Before We Sleep

Down into my voice, I slip my hands
rummaging for words.
The dissonance of my finger-falls
is a heavy staccato
that goes out to streetcorners
and comes back trapped by alley walls
-I no longer sit and people-watch
for fear my face will be within the crowd ...
Your presence solidifies all I remember,
but still runs as I try to get it down.
I see you weathered, growing smaller
before these eyes that now resemble
years of watching you.
I will still bring in the tea cups,
make sure your honey is mixed and enough,
still seduce your kind-worn hands with lips
that will still praise.
I get ink on my fingers
but no words to fi 11 the page
to tell you why I am finally whole,
no more echoes from my feet, and why my sleep
is sound, even euphoric when we lose backs in fronts,
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giving up our roles to the sex-less rain
that holds our windows securely shut,
but falls without a sound .
Not ink-stained I love you's on vacant white pages
which seem to quench a lover's thirst
about as well as a post-rain smell on sandstone.
Instead, I will open my arms at each return.
My lips will pray in yours.
I will lay my head at your breast
each night before we sleep.
-Scott H. Swaner
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Sariah

She's not Abraham's Sarah,
who laughs and talks
to angels
as if the state of her womb
were the daily news.
Lehi's Sariah just murmurs and waits.
In Jerusalem, she sifts
through the pieces of her life:
the linen she wove for her wedding,
which was sturdy and coarse,
and now is smooth velvet from scrubbing.
Gold earrings from
Laman's birth-they are
al most too heavy to wear, but
soft, and rich.
She packs green figs, wine,
bread, ties two goats,
and in her pocket
a silk bag of
ginseng, for there will be children,
long, painful labors.
She stays silent, drawing together only
these simplest things.
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In the wilderness she thinks
that sons can be testaments,
and children bear the language
in their blood, the record from
their mothers,
and that nations dwindle only
when they are split open,
the words soaking red into the sand.
She attends her own birth,
a small son who comes reluctantly
while she pulls on a rope she has tied
between the tent poles,
baring her teeth.
So silent are God's visions
that he must know Sariah, she assumes.
He wi 11 speak to her when He chooses,
and she will wait, saying nothing.
-Marni Asplund Campbell
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Diagnosis and Treatment
Maria Beuchat Hoagland

t times since his diagnosis, I've felt a little uncomfortable
around Greg. Two weeks ago he came home from the
doctor with arm loads of pamphlets, syringes, cotton swabs,
bottles, and a diet plan he would have to follow for the
rest of his life. In the process, he brought me a migraine and
nightmares about nursing a fat old man with gangrene feet. I don't
want to be a widow at fifty-five.
That's why I came home from work later than usual. Frankly,
I loathed coming home: seeing my husband waste his life propped
on the couch, TV remote in hand, and the only consolation being
some answers for " Jeopardy." I didn't want to be reminded that he
was as afraid of this as I was. So instead of driving through town,
I took the back way home, ramming in a Willie Nelson tape and
cranking the volume. Listening to the nasal voice plodding "on the
road again," I challenged myself in seeing how fast I could maneuver
my car around the turns and potholes.

A
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Greg never lets me listen to country music when he' s around.
As soon as he hears one note, he winces as if it were hurting his
ear, rather than his pride. Suddenly, "uncultured, degrading, and
depressing, " become a few of his favorite adjectives. Although I've
tried explaining, Greg just doesn't realize how comforting the music
is to me. Some of the older songs retrieve memories of my dad, grimy
after a scorching day of disking the fields, finally exonerated to the
couch. My brothers and sisters and I would scramble to see who
could be first on his lap to feel his tickling, bristly red beard . I faintly
remember my mom saying something about him being too tired to
play around and then almost teasingly kissing his cheek. Music
from times when money and health were never worries, love never
questioned.
I pulled the car into our parking stall and turned off the headlights,
relaxing for a moment before I retracted the key from the ignition.
Nervously, I swung the other keys around, fantasizing about the full
tank of gas and friends in Las Vegas just a few hours away. Swallowing hard, I retracted into my pre-fab fortress, again bracing myself
against reality. When I walked through the front door, Greg was
sprawled on the floor, blinking slowly at the ceiling.
"Greg! What's wrong, Sweetie, did you faint? " I asked, touching
his cheek, which felt oddly of left-over mush.
He continued to blink dazily, not focusing and not responding.
Panicking, I grabbed a handful of pamphlets, and dropped to the
floor beside him. Cradling his head in my lap, I leaned against the
couch. As I looked at his ashy complexion, I couldn't help but notice
how it matched the dirty-white stuffing that bulged through the worn
material of the old couch.
I remembered when he told me he had diabetes. Already a
month after we moved in, we were inspecting our desolate living
room, discussing limited decorating possibilities. I had been saying
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something about how we could get some plants to liven up the
place when he told me. He had me sit down on the room's only
piece of furniture-this dilapidated, abandoned couch. Throughout his explanation, I was looking down, concentrating on the
worn-out pattern of the couch so that he wouldn't see the tears in
my eyes.
He warned me that he might "get a little weird" if his bloodsugar dropped too low, but what did he tell me to do? I began
flipping frantically through the pamphlets.
His hand twitched at my thigh, and I watched his eyes look
around the room , disoriented, but grateful to see me.
" I waited for you ... to eat dinner." He lifted a shaky hand to
point at the covered pans and set table with a tablecloth and even
candles. " I thought I'd make it, but . . . I' ll be fine . .. as soon as
we eat. " It wasn 't until then that I noticed soft jazz wafting through
the room, rather than the TV 's usual babble.
Clumsily, I helped him to the table, apologizing for making him
wait. All through dinner I tried especially hard to concentrate on
what Greg was saying and not to interrupt him. In the future, what
I should do when he has symptoms of hypoglycemia. What happened at work. The water heater needs to be fixed. I nodded my
head, attempting to appear interested, but he could see through me.
I just couldn 't quit worrying about what might happen to him . The
pamphlets say that people with diabetes can live normal, healthy
lives if they can control their blood-sugar levels; yet I had heard of
eye problems and blindness, high blood pressure, hardening of the
arteries, and even heart attacks. Is fainting a "normal, healthy life"
for a diabetic?
He commented on how beautifully my wedding ring sparkled
in the candlelight and asked if I wanted to dance. I resented the worry
and I resented the smothering.
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I consented to a dance, begrudging and savoring each time he
pulled me closer. Then, for the rest of the evening, I muddled around
the apartment in a bad mood, singing country songs to annoy him.
When my leg wandered over to the cold side of the bed the next
morning, I realized I'd slept late. I had meant to eat breakfast with
Greg when he got up to take his insulin at eight. Yet I relished escaping the rigidity of his feeding times, and avoiding his witty comments
like the one he said yesterday: "I'm so full of holes, I'm surprised
I don't leak!" How could he honestly expect me to laugh at that?
I slipped on a sweatshirt and jeans, reaching for my sock drawer.
As I did so, I noticed Greg's silver "diabetic" necklace still lying
in a mass on the top of the dresser.
Suddenly filled with jealousy, I grabbed my discarded negligee
to cover the necklace. "That' s about all lingerie is good for now
anyway," I mumbled. I thought about how frustrating it is to try
to be intimate with someone who can 't stay stimulated longer
than five minutes. Always wondering if somehow I don't fulfill his
expectations. He protests, saying that the doctor told him he'd be
functioning normally within a couple of months, but I haven 't seen
any improvement. Of course, Greg keeps trying; but I get so discouraged. Instead of bringing us closer together, physical intimacy
only creates an added tension in our marriage.
I laughed cynically, remembering the comment my brother-inlaw had made: " Not a good thing to happen just a month after you
got married. At least it doesn't affect your sex life."
Of course, I didn 't correct him.
I pulled on a pair of socks, my big toe enlarging the hole, and
stepped into my roper boots.
When I walked into the living room, Greg was leaning against
the couch, munching on corn flakes, his eyes intent on basketball
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highlights. A commercial came on and he winked in my direction,
proving he wasn't ignoring me.
"Ready to go?" he asked.
"Ready to go where?" I scooped the cat into my arms and
rubbed his neck.
"I thought we both could use a break. You know, get away for
a few hours. Just point the car and drive-like we used to." He
slurped the last spoonfuls of milk from the bowl. "Cereal's just not
the same without sugar. The milk's too bland at the end."
"Are you sure about just taking off like that?" I certainly wasn ' t.
" Sure. All we have to do is pack our lunches and my snacks.
And we' ll have a blast." He could've sounded more convincing.
He concocted yet another creative lunch: a tuna, ketchup,
Miracle Whip, and sunflower seed paste stuffed into a pita shell.
He was becoming quite resourceful in coupling his required amounts
of meats, starches, and fats while exacting as much taste as he could
find in the allotted "free foods." I, on the other hand, went for the
safe peanut butter and jelly sandwich. We shaved and sliced three
slender carrots, and Greg grabbed two bananas, two tablespoons
of raisins and six low-salt crackers.
As we left the city, I felt a release from the skyscrapers and constricting metro schedules, and eagerly accepted the open honesty
of the desert. By its very nature, everything about the city involves
competition-beating the yellow light, flagging a cab, getting the
promotion, fighting for a niche in a hierarchical world. But the
desert doesn 't care about the victories you've won. Each struggle
for survival is difficult no matter how successful you 've been in
previous battles. It doesn't get any easier, but then it doesn't get
any harder.
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Jokingly, I began to sing country songs, waiting for Greg to say
something . Usually on long drives he's relaxed and talkative, but
now he just absently turned on the radio, concentrating on the road.
Ahead of us, I noticed what appeared to be red arches and holes
carved in the side of an upcoming mountain. "What's that, Greg? "
I leaned forward in my seat, straining my eyes to distinguish what
it was. "Can you tell?"
" Kinda looks like the Aztec ruins we saw in Mexico on our
honeymoon, doesn't it?"
I agreed as I studied the rust-colored arches and walls that
blended into the jutting rocks of the mountain.
"That was fun," Greg said.
I giggled, remembering how embarrassed I was every time one
of the Mexican merchants called out "Hey, honeymooners" as they
tried to draw our attention away from each other and into their
lean-to shops. Greg never seemed to mind their cajoling and would
simply squeeze my hand or brush his lips across my cheek. At the
time, that had just embarrassed me more, but now I longed for
that closeness.
About a mile from the arches, Greg identified our Indian ruins
as an old mining plant with rusted barrels and boilers, but we
decided to explore it anyway. Greg parked the car behind a low
juniper tree, ate his morning snack, shouldered his backpack, and
we started up the hill .
"Race you to the top," I said, scrambling among the loose rock
and withered plants.
I reached the first rise mere steps before Greg and gloated as
he arrived, panting. We worked our way up the terraced mountain,
examining the crumbling filters and walls. Ru sted reinforcement bars
jutted out of the cracked concrete, surrendering to green sagebrush
and lichens. The juxtaposition was beautiful.
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For a while we played hide and seek among two or three thirtyfoot diameter holding tanks, carelessly chasing each other through
rusted holes, our laughter uninhibited. He ran past me to a flat slab
of concrete, picked up a piece of short pipe and turned to confront
me. Arms outstretched, he surveyed his territory, and then wielded
his "sword" around his head and pointed towards a similar pipe
at my feet.
"Aha! A pirate ship in a sea of rubble. I'm captain of this ship
and if you don't pay me mind, I'm gonna poke ya so full of holes
nobody'II be able to save ya, kid! En garde!" he said.
"I wouldn't want to embarrass ya by hurting you, cap'n. That
jus' wouldn't do-me killin' ya an' all." With sarcastic arrogance
I picked up my pipe-sword.
"No fear of that, li'l lady. Ya can't get rid of me that easily! 'Cuz
I'm immortal! But I dare ya to try."
"No thanks, I'd rather walk the plank." I tried to sound as if
I were joking, but I was too much aware of the fallacies in his last
comment. I set my pipe back on the ground.
"C'mon, or I'll hafta send Hook after ya! Or worse yet, I'll throw
ya in with the snakes and alligators!"
I didn't answer. Instead, I looked down the hill into the barren
valley of still sagebrush and rocks.
"You're not playing the game anymore, are you?" he asked,
becoming serious. He half-poked his sword my way, planting his
feet and staring at me-ready for a real attack.
I lifted my hand to shield the sunlight from my eyes.
"What's wrong, Megan? It seems like you're always running
away from me. For the past two weeks you've avoided any meaningful conversation or physical affection. I'm giving you a chance
to fight it out with me and still you shut me out." He dropped his
sword and turned away. "What's happened?"
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As I weighed his words, my gaze trailed down the mountain,
this time surveying the thriving plants among the decayed walls
and rusted ruins. In a way, he was right, but I could've given him
the same exasperated lecture and been right, too. Gently, I took the
blanket from the backpack and smoothed it on the cracked concrete.
I touched his arm briefly as we ate our lunches amid the crumbling
walls.
A few days later we splurged and bought a new couch. The old
one sat waiting to be discarded, tufts of matting oozing from the
worn cushions. A tired old leg buckled underneath, causing the rest
of the couch to teeter, supported only by the corner of the room.
"So what are we going to do with two couches?" I asked, letting
my end of the new couch drop gently to the floor.
"Oh, I don't know. Maybe we could build a fort with all of the
cushions." He winked at me, wriggling his ears.
Teasing, I threw a pillow at him. "Only if we can knock down
the walls," I said.
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An Afternoon in Maracay:
Venezuelan Portrait

I stride through the streets squinting, focused
in the rays of a thousand tin roofs,
and tears come to my eyes.
Through the shimmering heat, a peeling poster
smiles cold Pepsi-Cola at sweaty frowns. The soda disciples
gather at this corner shrine to drink the blood
of America, and to dream of the New Generation
that passed them by. Above, on the chalky paint wall, stares
Jesus Christ and his Sacred Heart wreathed in thorns,
eyes glancing upward away from the dusty crowd,
his cheeks hollow in pious silence. Tipping the last of the
cola down his throat,
a taxi driver buys a saint for ten bolivares and dangles it from
his dashboard,
leaving its sad expression dancing in the car with the rolling
merengue beat.
Old women, wrinkled, like ripe passionfruits, chase pigeons in
the plaza
while the iguanas nap in the tropical rustle of the trees above.
Suddenly, I'm surrounded by dirty tanktop children,
their soft brown eyes frozen in the glare of my cleanliness.
I look away,
embarrassed by my intrusion,
wishing my clothes weren't so carefully pressed,
with my newly shined shoes accusing me from the asphalt.
-Trenton L. Hickman
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Put up your Duke

When John Wayne's horse died,
the property master stuffed it ful I
of hay and dragged the
teddy-horse around the set,
and when I was a shining
writer, I'd dazzle myself with nothing
to say of any worth whatsoever.
Big John rolled across the big
screen for years before
folks finally discovered that
his bay mare had rigor mortis
and a pair of training wheels,
and it doesn 't matter
much that I' m a sculptor who can ' t
throw clay worth a damn 'cause
I have a prepaid order from
an art dealer in Santa Fe.
-Russel I S. Moorehead
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The bums in Adams Morgan
are business men of a sort.
Most are open twenty-four hours a day,
seven days a week.
Sunday's a work day, X-mas too.
Location is everything.
They fight for a covered stoop,
corners are too congested,
they know you'll hide in the crowd.
The middle of the block
is where it's at-no detours
for your eyes.
You 've got to pass them by
single file, singled out
One trying the hard sell:
balancing a tin mug on his stump.
Some trying a softer sell:
like milking a pathetic talent.
I watch him play Edelwiess
on empty bottles of Ever-Clear.
All donations help expand his orchestra.
I am a contributer.
I am a sucker for pathetic talent.
And a please, thank you, or any other
magic word is worth a nickel.
-Russel I S. Moorehead
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Art by Lupe Niumeitolu

No Working Title Yet
Becca Wahlquist

SETTING:
The apartment: A midsized apartment, with entry door at the back,
kitchen and living area on display, with bedroom door to the right
and a closet door in the left back corner. Furniture consists of various
items, including a couch, coffee table, and a chair tilted to face
audience. There are three stools at the kitchen counter. The apartment contains a noticeable amount of geese [ cow, pig) kitsch-i.e.,
wooden painted geese on the kitchen counter, a few prints with
geese, etc.
CHARACTERS:
Man: midtwenties
Woman: midtwenties
Mother: early fifties
Girl: twelve years old
Dr. Roberts: looks like Freud

Host: Hollywood talk show looks
Marty: early thirties, back-woodsy
in dress and talk
Ace: midthirties, looks like a State
Fair carnival worker
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Scene 1: Night, the apartment
Man and Woman enter apartment through back door. He turns on
kitchen light only and they head towards the couch, where he sits
and she sits far away from him. He moves next to her and leans in
for a kiss, but she backs up. He sits up straight.
WOMAN: Sorry. [She pulls him towards her, and he leans towards

her to try again. She turns her head at the last minute and he
catches her on the cheek. There is a pause, then he grabs her
face between his hands and zooms in. The audience hears a kiss,
but he backs up angrily.]
MAN: Why did you do that?
WOMAN: I didn't mean to.
MAN: [stands and moves a few feet away] You sucked in your lips.
WOMAN: I said I was sorry. It just happened. I don't know.
MAN: Why?
WOMAN: Why what? [they look at each other for a moment, then

she rises] You want something to drink? [moves to kitchen and
starts preparing drinks]
MAN: If this was true romance I'd be able to " drink from your lips. "
WOMAN: [from kitchen area] This isn't romance-this is a semi-

relationship that hasn't been defined yet.
MAN: One kiss and you'll get your definition. What's your problem?
WOMAN: [hands him drink and sits at other end of couch] It's the

same thing as sex. I get lost to my emotions and I won't have
any control over the situation .
MAN : Being out of control isn't all bad.
WOMAN: I need to ensure my happy ending.
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MAN : How do you know that thi s will end unhappily? How do you

know it will end?
WOMAN: I don 't know. Everything else does. [Man begins looking
uneasily at phone. By now, both have set down their drinks.]
MAN: [stands] Do you mind if I make a call?
WOMAN : Can 't we have a single night to ourselves? I thought you
were going to make thi s romantic. ... Maybe I'd feel better about
us if us didn 't include her, too.
MAN : As long as I live at home I should abide by the rules. That
means checking in before midnight to say I' m OK.
WOMAN: Of course you're OK-you're twenty-six years old and
we went to a restaurant three blocks from my house.
MAN: You know that I'm working on it. [picks up receiver]
WOMAN: If you really wanted to work on it, you wouldn't live at
home and call in every night. ... We've just known each other
too long. The whole thing is too awkward.
MAN: [Replaces receiver and moves to sit next to her, takes her
hand s. ] You must have wanted it too.
WOMAN: [shakes off his grip] If we're going to discuss this, can 't
we go driving somewhere?
MAN : Why do we always need to be in a car?
WOMAN : I like to feel like I'm moving forward, getting somewhere.
MAN: You like talking in a car because you can look at the road,
instead of at me.
WOMAN: That too.
MAN : [stands again] Look, I'll stay tonight until we've worked
something out. Just let me make that call, and I'll be right back.
[Leans over, kisses her on top of her head, then heads out to
bedroom . We hear him dialing, then beginning a conversation
before he reaches over to shut the connecting door.]
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WOMAN: Why bother to shut it? I know the exact conversation

already. [Sits for a moment, then goes to closet, opens door, pulls
out Mother and drags her to the couch.] I knew you'd be here
somewhere listening. It drives you crazy that he wants to spend
time with me, doesn't it? [She sits on couch and pulls Mother
down next to her.]
MOTHER: Nonsense. I'm just glad that he has someone to be nice
to him.
WOMAN: That's not what I'm here for! Mothers are supposed to

be nice; I want to be intriguing and mysterious and enchanting
and passionate and . ..
MOTHER: But you are a nice girl and I like you. [pulls lipsitck out

of purse, reapplies]
WOMAN: No you don't.
MOTHER: OK, maybe not, but at least I don 't feel like he' ll ruin his

life with you. [lipstick goes back in purse]

ruin can come from something
as passive as our current relationship. You're the one that's
ruined him.

WOMAN: Nothing so extreme as

MOTHER: Me?
WOMAN: Stop it.
MOTHER: ME?
WOMAN: Of course!
MOTHER: I resent all the blame that has been placed on me. How

was I to know what too much love could do for a child? I couldn't
love his father, and I thought that strong mother-bonding would
be wonderful for the boy.
WOMAN: You've heard his psychologist. You know that you have

dominated him from day one.
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MOTHER: No one warned me. I try to be a good mother to him.

I bring him happiness.
WOMAN: [picks up drink, finishes it in one swallow] I've known

him for five years and I've seen what you've brought him-he's
a wreck who can't make up his mind if he wants a real life or
if he wants to continue playing house with you.
MOTHER: And I suppose a real life would mean marrying you?
WOMAN: At least we could have sex instead of thinking about it,
like you probably do.
MOTHER: Why does everything boil down to sex? I don't find it that
enjoyable-and I certainly feel no lust for my son.
WOMAN: That's not what the psychologist says.
MOTHER: Well, have you heard what he says about you? The doctor thinks that you have twisted friendship into relationship
because it's safe for both of you. You don't think my son is
enough of a man to be a threat. As for him, he knows that you're
screwed up and desperate enough to actually need him.
WOMAN: Desperate?
MOTHER: What else do you call a virgin at your age?
WOMAN: I'm desperate because I'm not a tramp?
MOTHER: Listen, dear. You would be the passion princess if you
could-don't try to fool me. You're so uptight from all these years
of man-less-ness that you don't even know how to begin. He
told me you can't even kiss him.
WOMAN: He told you that?
MOTHER: He tells me everything. In fact, he just told me that you
are pressuring him to commit tonight.
WOMAN: I'm pressuring him? He's the one who wants to kiss.
MAN: [he shouts from behind the door] Mother says to tell you
hello. She wants to know how your interview went.
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WOMAN: [to Mother] It was awful. [yells to Man] Tell her it was

awful.
MAN'S VOICE: She said it was fine, Mother. [his voice fades] into
MOTHER: He really is a sweet boy, trying to protect me from the

unhappiness in life.
WOMAN: As if you weren't the cause of it in the first place.
MOTHER: Well, if you're going to start harping on that again, I'm

leaving. [stands]
WOMAN: Please do.
MOTHER: I'm not the one who insists on being here. He can't leave

me behind. You think I like creeping around in your filthy closet?
WOMAN: It's sick. It's not right.
MOTHER: It's all I have left.
MAN: [Enters room and begins telling Woman of his conversation.

During the next few exchanges Mother hovers over him,
straightening his hair and clothes.] Sorry I took so long-but she
started asking about my day and I hadn't had a chance to tell
her about my presentation.
WOMAN: We just had a two-hour dinner and you didn't tell me

about your presentation. Why not?
MAN: Well, I didn't want to interrupt you. You were talking about

that interview for Brillo.
WOMAN: It's more like you didn't want to spoil your news by tell-

ing me first. It would violate that mother-son chokehold you two
have on each other.
MAN: I would have told you sooner or later-I just felt bad that I

had such a good day at work when you are having problems
even finding work.
WOMAN: You could have said something.
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MOTHER: [to Woman as she reenters closet] I cared enough to ask.

From what he told me, you didn't even ask him about his day.
He seems very upset tonight.
WOMAN: Get in your closet! [Mother slams door]
MAN: What? I thought we already discussed this. I'm not gay!
WOMAN: I didn't .. .
MAN : Dr. Roberts assured me that the lack of a male role model

didn't harm my psyche.
WOMAN : I wasn't ...
MAN: I resent you bringing up this topic just when I have become

comfortable with my sexuality. If you wanted a way to squelch
my desire to kiss you, you found it.
WOMAN : Look .. . Never mind .... Tell me about your presentation.
MAN: [sits in chair to pout] No.
WOMAN: Please? [pause] Tell me
MAN: No.
WOMAN: Fine. [crosses arms, sits
MAN : [Long pause] Do you really
WOMAN: No.
MAN: Then why did you just beg
WOMAN: Forget it.

everything that happened.
on couch]
want to know about it?
me?

MAN : [pause, Man picks up his drink, finishes it] Then let's get back

to the original conversation.
WOMAN: I can't even remember what that was anymore.
MAN: You wanted to talk about our relationship instead of consum-

mating it. It's our usual conversation.
WOMAN : Why do you have to be so bitter about it? I live with your

quirks. I can't help it if I'm strange when it comes to anything
physical. You know that I'm just not a touchy person.
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MAN: You're touchy right now.
WOMAN: You know what I mean-It just feels wrong to have your

hands constantly on someone else.
MAN: [sits down next to her and puts his arm around her] It feels

great once you're used to it.
WOMAN: Can we just sit here? No kissing?
MAN: I can if you can. [For a few moments they are silent, and he

begins moving towards her with a kiss in mind. She even leans
towards him a little before pushing herself out of his arms and
off the couch .]
WOMAN: Since we cannot sit in silence without someone trying

to take advantage of someone else, let's talk. [settles down in
armchair]
MAN: This much conversation can't be good for a relationship. Look

at all the true lovers of the world-did Romeo and Juliet ever
truly converse? Did Anthony and Cleopatra even speak the same
language? The Little Mermaid couldn't even speak, and she got
her prince.
WOMAN: Only in the Disney version. In the real story she loses

him to a girl with a voice and kills herself on the morning after
his wedding. If she could have talked to him, she could have
won him.
MAN : But don't you agree that Romeo and Juliet would have lost

something of their relationship if they had tried to analyze it?
WOMAN : In my mind they didn't have much of anything beyond

teenage lust. They just lived in the days before Freud complicated
things, so they get to be called romantics. They didn't need to
know what was happening to them, since they were doomed
to death, but I can't make a choice without analyzing it first.
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MAN: I'm sick of your need to analyze.
WOMAN: Then why do you pay $150 an hour for your psychiatrist

to analyze your life?
MAN: That's different. He's a professional.
WOMAN: And I'm not? After all the hours I've put into pondering,

examining, appraising, and scrutinizing every emotion and action in my life, I'm a professional, too.
MAN: He went to school. He understands the mind.
WOMAN : If you define understanding as linking everything to the

penis or the lack thereof, then you are more warped than even
I had imagined.
MAN: That stuff is old hat. Gender doesn't matter anymore-it's your

childhood that shapes you. One harsh word from a parent and
you're scarred for life. Dr. Roberts regresses me back to my childhood and I talk with myself at different ages. You should see the
problems that began when I was forced to eat coffee ice cream.
WOMAN: What problems?
MAN : The whole coffee thing-here I was, four years old, and I'm

given this stuff that is going to heap on me the responsibilities
of early adulthood. You know, adults drink coffee, not kids. That's
why I ended up with no friends in kindergarten-I was always
bossing everyone around. Half the class beat me with their metal
lunchboxes on the last day of school.
WOMAN : I don't remember much of my childhood .
MAN: That means it was terrible.
WOMAN : Does not! I had a wonderful life up until I was twenty.
I just don't recall many specifics.
MAN: If you can't remember it, that means you are blocking things

too terrible to imagine from your mind.
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WOMAN: Stop it. If I really wanted, I could remember something.
MAN: OK. Tell me the most horrible thing you did when you

were . .. twelve.
WOMAN: Why?
MAN: Just imagine how you looked when you were twelve.
WOMAN: How should I know? I never looked at myself.
MAN: Just think about it. [As Woman stares into audience, the

closet door opens and a twelve-year-old girl emerges, carrying
a wrapped present. The girl hesitantly walks to the arm of the
couch and perches there, swinging her leg. Man and Woman
concentrate on each other, ignoring the girl.]
WOMAN: OK, I think I've got it.
MAN: Now tell me-what's the worst thing you did to someone

else.
WOMAN : How am I supposed to know? [She continues concen-

trating, watching the girl as she speaks.]
GIRL: Yesterday I had the most wonderful birthday party. Mom told

me that I could invite any girl I wanted from my class to come.
She wouldn't let me ask any boys because she thinks I play too
much with them . There were fourteen girls in my class and I
asked them all except Becky. She teases me for being a tom boy
and for having short hair. I made sure that she knew how wonderful it was going to be. Yesterday during the party I was happy
that she wasn't there, but today when I got to school she came
up to me and gave me this. She said, " I heard it was your birthday and I wanted to bring you a present. I've always liked you
a lot." I don't even want to open it. How could she be so nice?
WOMAN: [still concentrating] It was something to do with my birth-

day. I think I was mean to someone-probably teased them about
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a boy or forgot to thank them or someth ing. That's not so
traumatic.
MAN: Stick to the same age-try again. Ask yourself what was the

your best memory.
WOMAN: OK, me, what's your happiest day?
MAN: Are you taking this seriously?
WOMAN: Don't pressure me-I'm trying. [screws up her face in

concentration.]
GIRL: There are so many good days-I don't think I can pick one.
WOMAN : [long pause] I' m not getting anything this time.
MAN: Yeah, good memories fade faster than bad ones. Here, try once

more. Ask her what was the worst thing someone did to you.
WOMAN: You ask her.
MAN: You have to do it.
WOMAN : OK-twelve-year-old me, what's the answer? [Girl is

silent, but getting nervous.]
MAN: You're supposed to be gentle with your past self.
WOMAN: I was tough back then.
GIRL: I don't want to talk about it.
WOMAN: [jovially] I know I've had a wonderful life, but this guy

here wants to find otherwise. Why don't you tell us how hard
Mom spanked you, or how some bully made you cry? Maybe
you didn't get the biggest piece of cake! [As Girl speaks she
progressively becomes more sober, finally afraid.]
GIRL: [slowly, playing with bow on present] You know what it was.
I was rollerskating and that man in the red truck began to follow
me. I couldn't skate very fast and he caught up to me. He wanted
me to go with him. I tried to hurry but he kept up. He kept
looking at me, he kept following me. When he stopped the truck

69

Becca Wahlquist
I tried to skate fast but I fell. He caught me ... [The Woman
has been becoming more uncomfortable during the Girl's tale,
and at this point stands suddenly and shakes her head.]
MAN: What's wrong? ·
WOMAN: Nothing. This is stupid-I can't remember anything.

[Girl stands, looking at the couple, then walks in front of
Woman]
MAN: You looked like you had something in mind.
WOMAN: No. [Girl reaches up and pats her awkwardly on the

shoulder.]
MAN: Tell me what you remember.
WOMAN: Really, it was nothing. [Girl heads back to the closet and

knocks three times. Mother opens door from the inside.]
MOTHER: [to Woman] It sounds like you're really messed up.

Should my son be getting involved with you?
WOMAN: Shut up! [Mother closes door]
MAN: Is everything all right?
WOMAN: I don't know.
MAN: What's wrong?
WOMAN: Nothing! Why do you always do this to me? I was fine

when we left this evening; now I'm an emotional wreck.
MAN: What did I do?
WOMAN: Never mind. Just-go home or something. Back to

Mommie Dearest.
MAN: Take it easy.
WOMAN: Why do we always have to play these games? I quit. I

am not going to look at ink blots or do word associations or talk
about my sexual obsession for my father and brothers.

70

No Working Title Yet
MAN: You're really reaching into the past. I thought you had a

psychology class within the last decade. If you don't want to
explore your childhood, fine. We can always look at your dreams
or something like that.
WOMAN: [pause as she collects herself] I did have a strange dream

this afternoon.
MAN: Tell me about it.
WOMAN: I was going to, but I forgot until now.
MAN: Am I in it?
WOMAN: Yes. I think so.
MAN: Do I get to kiss you?
WOMAN: Of course not. Listen, if I tell you about it, do you promise

not to analyze it?
MAN: Sure.
WOMAN: I want a real promise.
MAN: I promise not to interpret or in any way explain your

dream.
WOMAN: I don't believe you.
MAN: What's a relationship without trust?
WOMAN: OK. It was about The Dating Game. I was the contestant

and you were one of the three eligible bachelors.
MAN: Did you pick me?
WOMAN: I'm not telling you yet. You need to hear the whole thing.

The other two bachelors were some of the psycho men from
my past.
MAN: You had a past?
WOMAN: [throws couch pillow at him] Not funny.
MAN: Sorry. The psycho man of your present apologizes.
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WOMAN: These aren't men I liked. Both of them were the bane of

my existence.
MAN: Oh-let me guess. Nature Boy and Demon Worshipper?
WOMAN: Yes. Those two have come back to haunt me in more

nightmares than I can remember. I hate the feeling of being pursued by grotesqueness-you remember how awful both of them
were . Anyway, I was on the show and I was supposed to be
meeting three complete strangers to pick between. But as soon
as I heard their voices I knew who they were. The only one I
wasn't sure about was you.
[As she speaks, Marty and Ace enter the room carrying a partition .
The Host enters with microphone. Woman remains in armchair, the
host sits on the couch with the Man. Marty and Ace line up the three
kitchen stools.]
But you were definitely there.
[Host nudges Man, Man gets up and sits in the third stool that has
been left open for him. Colored lights begin flashing, computer music
begins playing, and the host glues on his smile. Mother wheels an
applause sign from out of the closet, and plugs it in a wall socket.]
MOTHER: [to Audience] Now, make sure you applaud whenever

the sign is lit-but make sure you cheer loudest for the one on
the end.
[playwright's note: if audience does not initi ally respond to sign,
Mother is to enter next to sign and encourage them to clap]
HOST: Welcome to the Mating Game! You already know the contes-

tant, so I won't bother with introductions. As for the three eligible
bachelors, it was too bad that we were unable to come up with
anyone really spectacular. But these guys will do in a pinch, and
they all see med eager to appear on today's episode. Now, you
all know the format. This pretty lady here can ask each contestant
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three questions, and then she must choose which one she'll take
on her fantasy date of wild abandonment and passion at an
Alpine Ski Lodge. Afterwards the loving couple will be legally
and irrevocably wed by a Swiss priest! [APPLAUSE sign flashes
for a moment.] Now dear, don't be afraid, ask your questions.
WOMAN: But I didn 't know-I don't have any written out.
HOST: If you can't think of something to say you will be doomed

to eternal solitude, so you had better come up with something quick. Ask whatever you want of Bachelor Number One!
Bachelor Number One describes himself as a rough-and-ready
type of guy. He is an executive at Jim Bob's Beef Jerky Company, and loves hunting and dancing on the side.
WOMAN : All right, all right. Give me a second . [gathers herself]

Bachelor Number One-what is your idea of romance?

MARTY: Oh, just squeeze me in a pup tent with a winter storm
brewing outside and a warm woman inside, and I'll be happy.
As long as we have enough beef jerky and water to keep us
going, we can do it all night long.
WOMAN: [to Host] Is he allowed to say that on the show?
HOST: He can say anything he wants. He was merely answering
the question that you asked .
WOMAN: Oh. Well, I'm sorry. Please continue, Bachelor Number
One.
MARTY: That's about it. Romance is a simple thing for me, poundcake.
WOMAN: Poundcake? [pause] Marty ... is that you?
MARTY: It sure is!
HOST: Great. On to your third question.
WOMAN: That doesn't count!
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HOST: Of course it does. Be more careful with your questions.
WOMAN: What are you doing here?
MARTY: Obviously you want me more than you know, or you're

getting real desperate. I'll show you what a real man is like. No
more of this intellectual trash-I can belch louder and drink
harder than any man here. You never gave me much of a chance.
If you pick me I promise you'll be smiling for weeks afterward .
WOMAN : I'm going to be sick.

HOST: Let's hear it for Marty! [APPLAUSE sign flashes, Marty looks
approvingly at audience.]
WOMAN: I really am going to be sick. He used to carry around a

keychain with a woman whose clothes vanished with bodyheat.
He wore army fatigues every day. He ... he . . .
HOST: Now, now. Why don't you move on to Bachelor Number
Two! Bachelor Number Two is a sensitive man who temporarily
works as a dishwasher at Denny's while he attends night school
at the ITT institute. He hopes to become a refrigerator repairman sometime in the next two years. Go ahead ... ask him three
questions or face spinsterhood.
WOMAN: I don't want to.

HOST: You're choosing the loneliness option?
WOMAN: [pause] All right. Bachelor Number Two-what is your

idea of the perfect woman?
ACE: Someone sexy. Someone funny. Someone who's not afraid of

blood.
WOMAN: Blood?

ACE: You see, I used to be involved in some heavy duty Satan wor-

shipping, and although I'm out of that now, I still hang on to
some of the old traditions. If I find me a woman who faints at
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the sight of blood, I won 't be able to live like I want to. I think
a house really becomes a home when there is chicken blood
over the front doorway to block spirits. And cow blood can be
mixed up into the greatest cures for gas.

WOMAN: Am I to understand that your sole requirement for a mate
is someone who likes blood?
ACE: I figure the rest wi 11 fal I into place.
HOST: [prodding] Go ahead, ask your next question.
WOMAN: Well, what is your idea of the perfect date?
ACE: Don't you remember the one I took you on? We drove to that
cemetery in the mountains and we played hide and seek.
WOMAN : Ace! Is that you? .. . You jerk! You left me sitting alone
in a graveyard.
ACE: You were just getting into it. Screaming with ecstasy, you know
what I mean . You seemed to like it.
WOMAN : I wa s screaming with terror.
HOST: Final question?
WOMAN : How can you face your family? Don't you disgust them?
ACE: Well, my mother might not like my tattoos, but at least I'm
not Oedipally connected to her, like pretty-boy here. [points to
Man] Of course, my sister really likes my tattoos. And she'd
know. She's got a great body, too.
HOST: Thank you, Bachelor Number Two. [APPLAUSE sign flashes] .
And now on to your third bachelor. There' s not much to say
about him-he seems pretty normal to me.
WOMAN: Do I really need to go through with thi s? [Host nods. She
sighs.] Very well. Bachelor Number Three: what is your idea
of the perfect woman?
MAN: You.
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WOMAN: [long pause] What would you do on your ideal date?
MAN: Be with you.
WOMAN: [longer pause, then to Host] Can't he elaborate?
MAN: Do I need to?

HOST: It's not in the rules-he can answer whatever he wants.
WOMAN : This isn't fair!

HOST: Just ask your last question!
WOMAN: OK. Would I be happy with you?
MAN: I don't know. Probably not.

HOST: Great-Bachelor three has answered you. Let's hear it for
Bachelor Number Three, a succinct kind of guy. [APPLAUSE SIGN
flashes]
WOMAN: [after waiting] Is that it? Is that all I have to go on? I'm

supposed to pick you with no more information than that?
HOST: You don't need to pick him. You could go with one of the
others. But you must decide-the Swiss priest is waiting.
WOMAN : What am I supposed to do? [shouting] How am I sup-

posed to know? [screaming] I hate this! [She begins sobbing into
her hands. As she cries, Marty, Host, and Ace push stools back
against kitchen counter and exit carrying the props. Mother comes
on and gets applause sign, wheels it back into closet and closes
door. Man walks back over to the couch, takes Woman's hand,
sits next to her in position similar to his before the dream stance.]
MAN: Who did you pick? What happened next?
WOMAN: I killed the host.
MAN : What?
WOMAN: I couldn't decide. There was no way of knowing who the

third man was, and I was going to have to decide. I didn't want
eternal solitude. So I killed him.
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MAN: How?

WOMAN: I shot him with a gun that I suppose was in my purse.
MAN: Then how do you know that I was bachelor number three?

WOMAN: Because after I killed him I ran around the partition and

saw you sitting there. You wouldn't look at me. You walked off
the stage. [long pause]
MAN: This dream has some very definite meanings when applied

to your current dilemma.
WOMAN: You promised.
MAN: But surely you can see what I am about to say doesn't even

need the slightest analysis. It is clear from your dream that ...
WOMAN: You promised!
MAN: Fine! You want me but you don't. You don't hate me;

you must love me. So everything hinges on need. We have a
need-non-need relationship, and what am I going to do when
you don't need me anymore?
WOMAN: Go back to your mother.
MAN: I'm being serious!

WOMAN: So am I. I'm confused and I hate decisions and I refuse

to commit.
MAN: Obviously, since you killed the host, who represented the

need for decision.
WOMAN: Stop it! ... I never should have told you.
MAN: Then why did you?

WOMAN: I thought you'd be interested because you were in it. You

must admit it is a very unique dream. Anyway, you're the only
person I can talk to.
MAN: Doesn 't that bode well for our relationship? I can talk to you,

you can talk to me.
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WOMAN: Talking is the least of our problems.
MAN: Are we switching back to THE PROBLEM?
WOMAN : Let's get it over with.
MAN: You start it off then .
WOMAN : It's too weird. When we talk, two-way conversation, that

is, I get all confused with what I want to say to you. I liked it
when we wrote letters.
MAN: Well, we didn't have to worry about becoming involved
through the mai I service.
WOMAN: I could tell you anything then .
MAN: You still can.
WOMAN: Can we write to each other now?
MAN: Now?
WOMAN: Yes. It might work. You go in the kitchen , I' ll stay here.
We're going to write love letters to each other.
MAN: I think you ' re going a bit crazy.
WOMAN: You are in no position to criticize me for insanity. Do
you want to do this or not?
MAN: I'm supposed to write down my feelings for you-no holds
barred?
WOMAN : Yes.
MAN: Can't I just tell you to your face?
WOMAN: No.
MAN: Why not?
WOMAN: Because then you get help from your puppy-dog eyes and
that isn't fair.
MAN: How about if I keep them closed?
WOMAN : Still too much interference. I want to objectively evaluate
this. [she goes into bedroom]
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MAN: [yells to her] Why am I doing this? [Woman returns and gives

him a pen and paper.]
WOMAN: You can have the kitchen counter-I ' ll use the coffee

table.
MAN: Does spelling count against me? Two misspelled words and

I'm jilted? How about grammar? No double negatives and you
love me?
WOMAN: Be serious. [pause] Are you going to be serious about this?
MAN : I suppose so. [He goes to kitchen counter, sits at a stool with

his back to the audience. There is silence for a minute or so as
they begin to write. The Woman sits on couch and grabs a
magazine to use as a desk. The closet door creeps open and Girl
peers out, looking at the silent couple. She tiptoes over to
Woman , then taps her on the shoulder. The Woman turns
around, surprised.]
WOMAN: What are you doing here?
MAN: I'm writing that letter that you wanted so badly.

GIRL: We've been talking and she wants to talk to you.
WOMAN: Who's we?
MAN : What?
WOMAN : Nothing. [whispers] Who's we? Who's she?

GIRL: His mother. You were rude to her, so she wants you to

apologize before she'll come.
WOMAN : This is ridiculous!
MAN: I agree. [starts to stand]
WOMAN: Sit down-write. [to Girl, with lowered voice until end

of sequence] What does she want to say?
GIRL: She says she can help us.
WOMAN: Us?
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GIRL: I think you should apologize. [perches on armchair arm]
WOMAN: She's a bitch, but you tell her I apologize.
MOTHER: [voice comes from behind closet door] Not good enough.
WOMAN: OK-she's not a bitch, and I apologize.
MOTHER: [voice] You haven't convinced me.
GIRL: Say she's a good mother.
WOMAN: She's a good mother.
MOTHER: [ entering from closet] Thank you.
WOMAN: What do you want to say?
MOTHER: We were talking about you.
WOMAN: We?
MOTHER: The girl and myself. Things got boring and we started talking about you. Would you like to hear our conclusions?
WOMAN: No. What are you doing here? I didn't invite either of you
to visit my life.
MOTHER: You invited us. You want our opinion.
WOMAN : I do?
MOTHER: Of course. And after seeing the type of men that you have
been involved with in the past, I feel that I must help you.
WOMAN: Why would you help? Oh, I see. Your advice will be for
me to let him go, so that you can have him back.
MOTHER: Did I say that?
WOMAN : You don't have to-I can see it in your eyes. You want
me to mess up, give in, abandon ship. I'm almost tempted to
rush over there and throw him to the ground and kiss him, just
to spoil your plans.
MOTHER: Nonsense.
WOMAN: I can't trust your advice.
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MOTHER: Look-I'm not his mother. If I really were I would be

scratching out your eyeballs. I'm your idea of her, so I can be
on your side just as easily as she is. [points to Girl] You need
to go for the gusto here.
WOMAN: What?

GIRL: Kiss him!
WOMAN: I can 't. I won 't.

MOTHER: You ' ll have to. He's hardly likely to try again after your

reaction tonight.
GIRL: I think he's great.
MOTHER: Of course he is!
WOMAN: I can't believe that you are telling me that you approve.

MOTHER: I never once said that. But I do care for my son enough

to know that he will be miserable until you love him.
WOMAN : Do we need to keep saying love? Can't we say caring,

or friendship, or something like that?
GIRL: What's wrong with love? Love, love, love, kissing in a tree.

[Begins skipping around room.] Love, love, love, love, look at
me. Love, love, love . ..
WOMAN: [loudly] Stop it! [Girl stops, abashed, and sits back

down.]
MAN: [turns around to face Woman.] You want me to stop? I was

just getting into this.
MOTHER: What an adorable boy he is!
WOMAN: I'm sorry-I was thinking out loud.
MAN : Are you done?
WOMAN: No.
MAN: Ok, then, I'm going to finish over here.

83

Becca Wahlquist
WOMAN: I will too. [Man turns back to the counter. She again

lowers her voice to address her visitors.] What do you think he's
writing?
MOTHER: I could use my Mother's intuition to tell you, but to be
more precise I will go take a peek. [she walks over, looks at his
letter, then returns.] It looks bad for you.
WOMAN: What?
MOTHER: He has decided that he can't love someone who is so

repulsed by his kisses. [Girl gets curious and sneaks over to peek]
WOMAN: I'm not. Just by what they represent.
MOTHER: Whatever the case, he is going to hand you the letter and

walk out the door and you've lost him forever. Think about it.
WOMAN: [long pause] He is?
GIRL: It doesn't say that.

WOMAN: It doesn't?
MOTHER: No, but I wanted you to think about it. He could leave

at some point. Right now he's sitting there practically drooling
on the page.
WOMAN: I need more time.
MOTHER: How much time do you think you have? [Mother takes
Girl's arm and walks with her back to closet. Girl waves and
reenters.] Don't forget to have him call before he begins the drive
home.
WOMAN: [stares at blank letter] This is unbearable. [Host enters,
with bloody shirt. He grins his cheesy grin, then faces Woman.]
HOST: We're right where we left off before the commercial break,

folks, and she needs to make her choice. Which lucky man will
it be?
WOMAN: I' m not sure I can do this.
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HOST: The clock is ticking. Make your choice. [Woman is obviously

torn, looking at Man and looking back at host. Man turns around,
letter in hand.]
MAN: I'm done. I think that while you read it I'll get a breath of air.
WOMAN: No!

HOST: Decide!
MAN: I would rather you read it while I wasn 't here. I'll come right

back.
WOMAN: No! I mean, this is sort of foolish. Wouldn't you rather

tell me what you said or read it to me?
MAN: But if I read it I' ll have to keep my eyes open, and I thought

you were against that.
WOMAN : I' ll turn around, so that you don ' t bother me. [she turns

towards audience, keeping her back to him.]
MAN: Great. This is so romantic. Let me hear yours first. [Woman

looks at empty sheet, then glances beseechingly at Host.]
HOST: I need your answer now!
WOMAN: I didn 't write anything.
MAN: What?
WOMAN: I got too busy thinking. I never had time to put anything

down on paper.
MAN: You ' re the one that was so hot on this idea. I can't believe

you didn't write anything, and that you expect me to read my
soul to you.
HOST: Decide!
WOMAN: I'm sorry.
MAN: That's all it ever comes down to.
WOMAN: You don't have to show me.
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MAN: No, you can have the letter. I'll be leaving, though .

HOST: Time is running out! [the computerized music begins playing. Man throws letter at Woman, opens door.]
WOMAN: Wait ... [he exits, closes door after him. Woman stares

at door, as host comes up and shakes her hand. Numbers
lower above door frames-closet door is label led 1, exit door
is labelled 2, and bedroom door is labelled 3]
HOST: The lady rejects the contents of door number 2 for another
door. She's traded her whole life to take a peek behind door
number 1. And let's see what's behind that door. [Closet
door opens and applause sign is flashing, but in front of the sign
stands the Girl, in rollerskates, with torn dress and cuts and
a haunted face. Girl begins to rollerskate around apartment.
Woman collapses, crying, and the host moves off the stage, blowing kisses to the audience. The lights follow him, until he exits
and stage is drenched in a complete black out.]

End Scene 1
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